CHAPTER III
OH GOD! OH MARSEILLES!

THE official preparations in Marseilles had an impromptu
air, as if the monarch were arriving at very short notice,
Paris was not co-operating. No extra police were
drafted from other cities. No specials were sent from
the capital The Surete Generate was not in control.
Even the Ministry of War failed to give orders that
troops should line the route. It allowed a cavalry
escort, trumpeters and some detachments of white and
black infantry, these for purposes of parade, not for
security.

The crowds began to form in the early afternoon,
but they were never dense. There was free movement
and everyone had a view of the street. Per contra,
anyone in the street could look over and see the whole
crowd. A capable detective must have noticed Vlada
the Chauffeur with Mio Krai, and decided to keep them
under observation. The Bulgarian was out of his
setting and could be remarked. He had a revolver a
foot long in one pocket, a revolver with 3-inch-square
cumbrous magazine, not easy to hide from sharp eyes,
His lower pockets bulged with bombs and ammunition.
He and his nervous companion were hanging about for
a couple of hours before the parade started* Certainly,
had there been six Serbian police agents watching the
crowd during the afternoon these two must have been
rounded up before the King's car came groaning up
the Canebiere.

The swarms of journalists, press photographers,
and news-reel men invading the city on the morning
of the 9th October must have shown that the press and